David Marshall was sent out to buy wine in the vil-
lage for our last meal in Sania. "Have as much as you
want to drink, but not too much/* Birch was taking
no chances. "Remember, if Levy gets a chance to
put us in bad with the new commandant he will
do so."
Sid was given leave to say farewell to the diminutive
Dolores. She was a tiny dark wisp of a girl, unattrac-
tive by Spanish standards, she had a fay charm of her
own. Although she had adopted the English as a
whole, her own particular charge was Sid. At first she
had fed the long Englishman, fascinated by the quanti-
ties he devoured, then interest grew to love, he was her
first nowo. Sid was as other men, from his stomach to
his heart was a short step.
The news of our prospective departure had reached
the kitchen staff. Our table was decorated with flowers.
'*We get the flowers in advance; better now, when we
can smell them. They've got none left at the Madrid
front.'* Mulligan had a mordant sense of humour.
Ray Cox, our enthusiast, took him up. "Don't you
worry, theyH be putting flowers on your table when we
come back, and the band out, eh, boys?" Somehow
Ray's enthusiasm was more depressing than Mulli-
gan's pessimism. Each of us must have wondered who
would come back, The wine soon washed morbid
thoughts away. We were toasted by the Spaniards
until we nearly felt in heroic mood.
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